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Bynopals. — Bameon and  Bamh
Trayvior, with thelr two ehlldren,
Josiah and Botwoy, travel by wagon
n the summer of 1811 from thalr
ome in Vergennes, VL, to the
Waont, tha Iland of plnnty Thalr
destination I the Country of tha
Bangamon, in Illinois, At Niagara
Falls they mest a party of immi-
grl\nu among them a youth named
ohn McNefl, who alwo decldes to

to the Bangamon country.
awamp fate of Ohlo and Indlans
they begin to be troubled with
fover and ague.

In the
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*I shall never forget that day spent
In a lonely part of the woods” the
good woman wrote to her brother, “It
endeared the children to me more than
poy day 1 can  remember. They
brought water from the ereek, n great
quantity, snd told me stories and
cheered me 1o every way they could,
My faith In God's protection wns per-
fect mnd In spite of my misery the
children were a great comfort., In
the middle of the afternocon Samson
returned with a doctor and some tools
and n stick of seasoned timber. How
good he looked when he came nnd
knelt by my bed and kissed me! This
Is a Lard journey, but a woman can
bear anything with such w man.  The
doctor sald I would be all right In
three days, and 1 was,

“"Late that aftervoon It
raln., Snmson was sioging as  he
worked on his  wheel, A traveler
cnme nlong on liorseback and saw
our plight. He was a young misslon-
Rry going west. Samson began to
'o{. with lilm.,

*You're n happy tuan for one In
po much trouble, sald the stranger.

“Then I heard Bomson say: ‘Well,
Blr, T'm In n fix where happluness s
absolutely vecessary, It's llke grense
on the wagon wheels—we couldn't
go on without it. When vve need any-
thing we make it If we cau. My wife
Is slck and the wagon Is broke and It's
ralnlog and night Is nedar lun o lone-
Eome country, und It ain't a real good
time for me to be down in the mwouth
—i8 It, now? We haven't broke nny
bones or had an earthguake or been
scalped by Indians, so there's soce
room for happlness,

“ "Look here, stranger—1 llke you,'
snld the mon. *If there's anything 1
can do to help ye, I'll stop a while,’ "

He spent the night with them and
helped mend the felly and set the
tire.

The

beginn to

fever and ague passgd from
to another and all were slck
before the journey ended, although
SBamson kept the relns In  hand
through his misery. There were many
breaks to mend, but Samson's inge-
nulty was always equal to the task,

Cue day, near nightfall, they were
ovértaken by a tall, handsome Yankee
Ind ridiug o pony. His pony stopped
besido the wagon and looked toward
the travelers as If appealing for lLelp.
The boy was pointing townrd the horl-
egon and wutterfog. Barah saw at
once that bhis mind was wandering In
the dellriumn of fever, She got out
of the wagon and took his hand., The
moment she did so he began crylong
Atke a ehild.

“This boy is slck,” she sald to Bam-«
son, who enme aod helpsd bim off
his horse, They camped for the night
and put the boy to bed and gave him
medicine and tender eure, He was
too slek to travel next duy. The Tray-
lora stayed with him and nursed the
lad until he was able to go on, He
was from Niagnrn coonty, New York,
and his pame wes Harey Needles
Ills mother had died when he was
fen and his father had married again,
He hnd pot been happy In his lLome
ufter that and his father had given
R a pony and & bundred dollars
and sent him away fo seek his owo
fortune, Howmeslck nod lonely and Il
sud just golng west with a sublime
falth that the West would somehow
provide for him, he might even have
perished on the way If he had not fall-
en In with friendly people. His story
had touched the bheart of Sarch and
fareson. He was a big, green, gentle-
Learted country boy who had set out
filled with hope and the love of ad-
youture, Sarah found pleasure n
mothering the poor lad, and so It
Bappened thnt he became one of their
Jittle party. He was heipful and good.
Ratured 4nd bad sondry arts  that
pleased the chilldren. The min and
ihe woman liked the blg, honest lad,
 One dax be seid to Bamasoun: *1

‘t"‘n VW

hope you won't mind U 1 go along
with you, sir®
*OTad 10 haove you with ns" sald
Samson, *“We've talked It dver, If
you. want
with us and our home sonll be yours
and 'l do what's right by you™
They fared nlong through Indiana
and over the wide eavannas of Tl
nols, and on the ninety-seventh duy
of their journey they drove through
rolling, grassy, flowering prairies and
up a long, hatd hill to the small leg
cabln settlement of Now Salem, THI-
nols, on the shore of the Sapgnmon.
They halted aboul noon In the middie
of this llttle prairle vilinge, opposita
n small clapboard house, A sign hung
over its door which bore the rudely
lettered words: “Ruotiedge’'s Tavern,™
A long, sllm, stoop-shouldered young
man sat In the shade of sy oak tree
thiat gtood pear a coroer of the tavern,
with a number of children playing
arcund him. He sat leaning agalnst
the tree trunk reading o leok. He
had riken as they came near and stood
looklng at them, with the book under
his mwrm. Somson says In his dinry
that he looked lke “an untrimmed
yeurling colt  about sixteen hands
high., He got up slow and kept risiog
tiill his bush of black tousled halr was
six feet four nbove the ground. Then
he put on an old stgaw hat without
uny band on it. He reminded me of
Philéemon Baker's fish rod, he wnas
that narrer, For humllness I'd nateh
him against the world. His hide was
kind o' yaller and leathery, 1 could
see he wns still In the gristie—a littie
over twenty—but his face was marked
up by worry and woather lke o man's.
I never enw anybody so long between
Joints, Don't hardly see how -he
could tell when his feet got eold™
He wore a hickory shirt without n
collnr or cont or jackel., One suspen-
der held up hls conrse, linsey trousers,
the legs of which fiited closely and
came only to n blue yarn zone above
his heavy cowhide shoes, Samson
writes that he “fetched & sneeze and
wiped his big nose with a red band-
kerchief” an he stood surveylng them

“Come All the Way From Vermont?™
Abe Acked,

In stlence, white Dr. John Allen, who
had sat on the doorstep reading o
puper—a kindly foced mon of middle
nge with a short white beard under
his chin—greeted them .heerfully,

“Where do you hall from?"
Doctor asked,

“Vermont,” sald Samson,

“All the way In that wagon?”

“Yes, sir

"l guess you're inde o
stuff.,” sald the Doctor,
bound 1™

“Don't know exnctly, Golng to take
a clalm somewhere.”

“There's no betler
right hore. This Is the Canaan of
America, Wo peed people like you.
Uphiteh your team pnd have some
dinver and we'll falk things over after
you're rested. I'm the doctor here and
I ride all over this part o' the coyutry,
I reckon 1 know It pretty well”®

A woman In o neat cullco dress
cnme out of the door—a strang-bulht
and rather well-flavored womnn with
blonde halr and dork eyes,

“Mra, Rutledge, these are travelers
from the Eust," sanld the Doctor.
“Give 'em some dlnner, apd It they
can't pay for it, I can. They've came
all the way from Vermont™

“Good land! Come right in an' rost
yerseiyes, Abe, you show the gontle.
man where to put his horses an' lend
him a hand.”

Abe extended his long arm toward
Samscn and sald “Howdy" ns they
ahook hands,

“When his blg hand got hold- of
mine, I kingd of felt his timber,” Bam-
son writed. *l says to myself, "Thera's
a wan it would be hard to tip over In
a rassje'"

“What's yer name? How long e
been travelln'? My consciemes! Aln't

the

the right
“Where' ye

countr than

to, you cap coms along | ML

“tr' the hosplithbie
nsking as sho weit
yith Sorh w,...
go and lhll

and let poth
dinner,” du lild 0 Jo
and ndded as sho  took

wl nnd bonbet: “¥ow

t yereell while Pm fly
ifire.”

the way from VM"‘

"'w

*as he and Samikon were

¥ the slim glant excinimed.

ou feel llke throwin' aff
nn' takin' & roll In the
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CHAPTER IN.

Wherein. the Reader la Intraduced to |-

Offut's re and His Clerk Abe, and
the Behplar Jack Kelso ahd  His
Cabin and His Daughter Bim, snd
Gets & Rirst Look at Linceln,

They had o dinver of pralrie chiek-
ens apd ropst venlson, fNavored with
wild grape Jelly, and creamed potatoes
and coolles and doughnuts and ralsln
ple. It wns o well.cookéd dinner,
served on white linen, in a clean room,
and while they were eating, the sym-
pathetie landindy stood by the table,
enger to learn of thelr travels and Lo
make (hew feel at home, The good
food mnd their kindly welcome and
the beauty of the rolling, wooded
pralries softencd the regret which had
been groming In thelr hearts, and
which oamly the children had dared
(0 express,

“Ferhnps we haven't made m mis-
Inke, nfter all,” Surnh whispered when
the dinaer wos over, “1 lke these
people mnd (he profries are beautiful”

It Is the land of plenty at Inst"
suld Bawson, as they cmmne out of
doors, “It Is even bhetter than 1
thought.*

“Ag Douglos Jerrold suld of Austea-
Ha: *Tlekle it with u hoe and It
lnugha With s harvest,'" wsald  De,
Allen, who i1l sar in the shaded
dooryard, smoking his' plpe. *“1 have
nn exten horso nnd saddie. SBuppose
you leave the family with Mre. Rut-
ledge an@ rlde around with me & Hitlle
this afternoon, 1 enn show you how
the land Mes off to the west of us,
and tomorrow we'll look ot the other
slide."

“Thank you—1 want to look around
here n Hitle,” snld Samson. “What's
the name of ihis plnce?

“New Salcmn, We cnll It a villuge.
It hns & mill, a enrding machine, a
tavern, &, schoolhouvse,. flve stores,
fourteen houses, two or three men of
gentus, ond w nolsy dam. Tt's aeérude
but growing place dond soon It will
have all the embellishments of elvi-
fzed life”

That evening many of the Inhabit.
nnts of the lirtle village come to the
tavern to see the travelers and were
Introduced by Dr, Allen. Most of
them had come from Kentueky, al-
though ithere were two Yankee fam-
Mies who had moved on from Ohlo,

“These are good folks"” mald the
Doctor.  “There nre others who are
not so gond, 1 could show you some
pretty rough customers at Clary's
Grove, not far from here. We have
to (nke things as they are and do
our best to. mhke 'em better

“Any Indians1” Sarah oskéd.

“You xe@ ome now and them, but
they're peaceable, Most of ‘emn have
gone with the bulfnloes—farther west,
Now ond then a ¢lreuit rider gets
here nnd preaches (o us.  You'll hear
the Hevorend Stephen Nuckles If you
settle In these purts, He can holler
louder than abhy man in the siate”

The tovern was the only house in
New Snlom with stales in Vt-—stnlrs
%0 steep, us Samson writes, that “they
were fir«t cousine fo the
There werg four smnall rooms shove
them. Two of these were sepnrated
by n purtition of eloth hanging Trom
the rafiers,  In each yvas a bed snd
belstend and smaller Seda on  the
floor. In case there were a number
of ndull guesis 1the bedsiend was
screcncd  with  sheets  bung . upon
strings. In ene of thesa rooma the
travelers had o night of refreshing
nleep,

After iding two days with the
Doctor, Spmson bought the claim of
one Tsanc GollaheF™eo n half section
of lund n fittle more (han a mile from
the wosiepn eud of tha vilinge, He
cliose n gite for hik houss on the
elge of an open prairie.

“Now we'lh go over and ses Abe”
mald  Dr. 'Alen, after the deal was
made. “He'm the best man with an
nx ond o saw W this part of the
country. He clerks for Mr. Offul.
Abe Lincoln s ono of the best fellows
that ever Yived—a rough diamond just
out of the great mine of the West, that
only uweeds o he cut and  pollshed.”

Denton CHfat's stors was & small
log wiructone about twenly by twenty
which stoed mear the brow of the

hill enst of Rotledge's tavern, Wihen
they entorad 1t Abe lny at full length
on the coynter; his head reating on a
tolt of Lige denite as bhe studied n
book In hims m He wore the wmme
shirt nnd ot suspender and. Hosey | H
trolusers he had worn In the
doorynrd of the tavern, but K feet

y |
were coy

an'r by his blke germ
socks.
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Indder.” | poons

windows ¢
otfﬂ::twﬁ board Goor with ity
‘iiea  with nﬁ'."
eombs, colored ribbong, and bells
Jew's-Linrps. A balance m h-
middie of this cotnter, -

¢ . aning
handkerchiefs and underwear, At '&‘
rear end of (he stere whs n infge flre
place. Thefe were two chalrs noar
thae ﬂunluu. both of which were oo
cupled by a swap who mit in onp
while his feet luy on the othér. Ha
wore a calleo shirt with & fanciful
design of morning-glories on It print
ed In approprinte colors, o collar of
the same materinl and a red pecktie,

Abe luld aside his book aud rose
to a sitting posture

“Pardon me—_;ou see the firm I8
busy,” sald Abe, “Yay kpow Eb Zane
used to smy that he was never se
busy In his life ns when he lny on his
boek with a broken leg. He sald he
had to work twenty-four hours g dny
doin’ nothin' an' could never git an
hour off. But u broken leg Is not
80 bad ns n Inme Intellect, That loys
you out with the fever an' ague of
Ignorance, Jack Kelso recommended
Kirkiam's pills and poultices of po-
etry. I'm trying both and slowly get-
ting the better of IL T've learned
three conjugntions, between customers,
this afternoon.”

The sleeper, whose nome was Wik
llam Berry, rose and stretched him-
self and wos futreduced tothe new-
comer. He was a short, genlal man,
of some thiry years, with blonde,
curly halr and mustache. His
cheeks hud. g col r on deflulle ag 4
of the ‘blossoms oh his shire,
rather solled. His prominest ‘bse
shared thelr glow of ruddy opuisnes.
His gray eyes wore a look of apodlogy.

“Mr. Traylor, this Is Mr WiHany
Berry,” suld Dr. Allen, “Mr, Traylor
has just acquired an Intoreat In all our
Institutions, He bas bought the Goll-
nlier truct and Is golng to bulld a
house and some fences, -Abe,, 'I

you help get lhl Umbg'
hurry 80 weo can have u ™ u‘lthll
n week? You kuow the ﬂt. of the
ax better than any of us™

Abe looked at Samson,

“] reckon be and 1 would mnke a
good team with the ax." he zald. “He
looks as If he could push n house
down wilth one hand and Lulld It up
with the other. You <an bet I'l be
glad t& help in any way 1 can™

“We'll all turn In and aelp, 1 should
think Bill or Jack Kelse could look
after the store for a few dnys" sald
the Doctor. *“1 promised to take Mr,
Traylor over to Jack Kelso's tonight.
Couldn't you come nlong?”

“GQood! Weo'll Bave a wmlory-tellin’
and get Jock te unlimber his guns™
eald Abe, i

Jnck Kelso's cabin, one of twa which
stood close together st tho westemn
end of the village, was lighted by the
cheery binze of dry logs in Ita fire-
place. There were guns i o mck
over the fireplnce under & buck’s head,
a powder horn hanging near them on
Its string looped over a nall, There
were woll and deer and bear pelts on
the floor. The skins of fux's, rao
and wildeats ndorned the log
wolle. Jack Kelso was a blond;
simooth-faced,  good-looking, merry-
hearted Scot, about forty years old,
of n rather slight bulld, some five
feet, cight inches tall. That is oM
that any one knew of him save that
be spent wost of his tlme hunting
and fishing and seeméd to have all
the best things, which great men had
sald or written, on the tip of his
tongue. E

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

wade are, Indeed, public pabulum, and
which pre straw; carofully and con
scleatioualy 1o llll!ll! und explain,

mun for the million, the publica.
one :

tions which nre

mental, In wholé or In part, t

ing and progress, ls one af
important and noblest works In w
wan can be ensmd. nuo to M
(ute the powers
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“Dinno, Hot he wis m:.fhnu.
In poker 1 the gayest mon ttint has
the Nhn : G

No' ugly, grimy itreah the
clothes wher Red Cross Ball Blla s
‘dsed. - Good Bluing gein Tewnite,
All grocers carry it—0c. Adveriisement.

One Httle tovabftone mny tell a big
#tory.

The rhiyme wave cusualties are une
s -

msurinnmmmr. :

you always weak, misersble and
hll—dolr Then its tiow you found
out what ia wrong. ‘wm ks
causes much suffering

serious’ troubles—dropay,

Bright's disease. Don't delay.
‘s Kidn Pilla, They bave
thonsands and should help yon.

Ask your aeighbor/
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BLAOKHEADS

PIMPLES AND BOILS
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